ENTER A DRAGOON
pressing his arm.    ' Will you have a drop of spirits or
something ?J
He did not reply, and Selina observed that his ear
and the side of his face were quite white. Convinced
that his illness was serious, a growing dismay seized
hold of her. The dance ended ; her mother came in,
and learning what had happened, looked narrowly at
the sergeant-major.
* We must not let him lie like that, lift him up,' she
said.    * Let him rest in the window-bench on some
cushions.'
They unfolded his arms and hands as they lay
clasped upon the table, and on lifting his head found
his features to bear the very impress of death itself.
Bartholomew Miller, who had now come in, assisted
Mr. Paddock to make a comfortable couch in the
window-seat, where they stretched out Clark upon his
back.
Still he seemed unconscious. ' We must get a
doctor/ said Selina. ' O, my dear John, how is it you
be taken like this ?'
* My impression is that he's dead!' murmured Mr.
Paddock.   ' He don't breathe enough to move a tomtit's
feather.'
There were plenty to volunteer to go for a doctor,
but as it would be at least an hour before he could get
there the case seemed somewhat hopeless. The
dancing-party ended as unceremoniously as it had
begun ; but the guests lingered round the premises till
the doctor should arrive. When he did come the
sergeant-major's extremities were already cold, and
there was no doubt that death had overtaken him
almost at the moment that he had sat down.
The medical practitioner quite refused to accept the
unhappy Selina's theory that her revelation had in any
way induced Clark's sudden collapse. Both he and the
coroner afterwards, who found the immediate cause to
be heart-failure, held that such a supposition was un-
warranted by facts. They asserted that a long day's
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